FOUR       TALES        BY        Z   E   L   I   D   E

and not to permit these to overcome or to sub-
jugate them? No, my son; I will not give the
place of the wife I adored to such a daughter-in-
law. Your mother's name it is in your power to
give her, and perhaps you will make me die of
sorrow in doing so, for I shudder at the mere idea;
but, so long as I live, she shall not sit in your
mother's place. You know that the birth of my
children cost me their mother; you know that the
devotion of my sons to each other cost me one of
them; it lies with you to decide if you desire that
my remaining son should be separated from us by
an insane passion; for I will have no son if he can
take such a wife."

Cahste, when she saw me return to her later than
was my usual habit, and with an air of distress,
at once divined the import of the letter; and,
having compelled me to give it her, she read it,
and I saw every word pierce her heart like a
dagger.

" Do not let us altogether despair," she said,
" allow me to write to him to-morrow; at present
I could not."

Then, seating herself upon the sofa beside me,
she bent over me weeping and caressing me with
an abandonment that she had never shown before.
She well knew that I was myself too much over-
come to take advantage of it.

I have translated to the best of my ability
Cahste's letter, and I will here transcribe it.

" Suffer, sir, an unhappy woman to appeal from
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